
Get an Honest Estimate 

Read Luke 14:25-33 

 Twenty-five years ago Jean and I got our first mortgage at age 45 and 
moved in to our home in Cherry Hill.  Early on, we fixed the bathrooms which 
were in serious dis-repair.  Now it’s time to think about re-doing them.  We have a 
neighbor who hires many people to do all sorts of things in her home and seems 
like a shrewd consumer when it comes to selecting contractors.  One day we saw 
her outside and said, “Hey Susan, can you recommend a good contractor.  We 
saw you had your bathroom done recently and were wondering whom you used.”  
Then she proceeded to tell us her horror story about her experience.  She’d found 
the company on Angie’s List which is a referral service that claims to have checked 
out the quality of work by different providers and to assure top of the line service.  
Angie must have been on vacation or out to lunch the day her company signed 
that crew on.  Susan left us in our quandary, no further enlightened than when we 
started and no more confident to move forward. 

 As a pastor I’ve lived through a number of high ticket repair needs in two 
churches.  The wisdom has been to get at least three estimates and proposals, 
then pick the best and most economical from among them.  The latest such event 
has of course been the need to replace our air conditioning unit which predictably 
waited to fail until the weather was just shy of the heat index north of you know 
where.  We’re closing in on making the deal, just in time for furnace weather and 
the new heating season.  Pray for the health of our ancient boiler! 

 Just minutes ago we celebrated the Sacrament of Baptism with two 
insufferably cute and handsome young men and their adoring parents who 
presented them.  Presumably the two families plan to gather shortly for a time of 
lunch and continuation of the celebration. Good food will be shared, and maybe 
some memories.  Pictures will be taken.  Perhaps it will feel like a mini-family 
reunion.   

There is a danger though amid all this happiness in the party-like 
atmosphere.  There is the very real risk that the seriousness of baptism will be lost 



and buried under all the cuteness and frivolity.  For you see, along with the new 
life promised and imprinted upon the hearts each of us who are baptized, there is 
also death.  We say that baptism signifies that we die with Christ to sin as well as 
being raised with him to newness of life.  Being baptized into a death like his we 
will be raised with him to a life like his.  If you really face what’s being said the 
waters of sentimentality will ebb to low tide as the waters of authentic 
discipleship rise to high tide. 

You know that cute little babies are by nature self-centered.  I’m hungry, 
I’m wet, I’m tired, I’m teething and I’m cranky because I’m uncomfortable.  We 
say no to them and being good students, they quickly learn to say it back to us.  
For thanks at being such good learners we label them terrible twos.  They begin to 
live over against us: “I’m me and you are you.”  Then they get bored.  Then they 
learn how to whine.  Then we put them in time out or send them to their room or 
make them sit on a chair.  Then we get infinitely stupid as they become infinitely 
wise, legends in their own minds.   

I need not go on.  You get the point I’m sure.  Human development is 
infected by a fatal flaw.  The old theologians called it original sin.  There develops 
something inside of each of us that sooner or later has to die so that a new quality 
of life has room to emerge.  As Jesus put it to that well respected Pharisee 
Nicodemus in their now famous night-time conversation: “You must be born 
anew, from above, or you cannot even see the Kingdom of God,” let alone live in 
its light we might add. 

Along with both of these fine little men we just baptized, sooner or later 
each one of us have been, or perhaps are being, moved to a decisive point where 
a decision must be made.  Living inside the theology of grace we come to believe 
that God has already decided that God wants us.  God showed us just how much 
and how deeply God desires us by sending God’s one and only Son to our rescue.  
How much were the Father and the Son prepared to pay?  Did they get three 
estimates to find the best and cheapest deal with which to purchase our souls for 
eternity?  No.  They threw shrewd calculation and bargain hunting to the wind 
and made the worst deal possible, buying us back when we were dead in 



trespasses and sins, when we were ungodly and ungrateful to the very one who 
created us in the first place and gave us the gift of life, at the time when any 
consumer could see we were totally worthless by all appearances.  And to make it 
even more scandalous, God was willing to pay the exorbitant price by offering the 
life of Jesus his only Son as the purchase price.  What shall we say about these 
things? 

Changing the metaphor for a moment from the marketplace to the 
banqueting hall we see what many have said about them from the distant past all 
the way up to the present moment.  In today’s text we learned about all the 
people we must hate in order to be Christ’s disciple.  I’ll come back to that in a 
moment.   

But just prior to our text this morning, Luke reported on Jesus’ parable 
about a great dinner party to whom many were invited.  The host began to be 
confronted by a whole raft of excuses from the invited guests with regrets.  One 
used a recent real estate deal, another said he had some new oxen he had to try 
out, and another was just married and had better things to do if you get the drift.  
The host had gone to great expense to provide a feast and was not going to let it 
go to waste, so he sent his servants to the poor, the crippled, the blind, the lame, 
and finally to the lowest income bracket around, those out on the roads and 
lanes, the homeless transient people with no standing at all.  Bring the ones that 
know just how needy they are! 

Let me be painfully blunt.  When our heart is divided between allegiance to 
self and the self in the world, when our loyalty to our comforts, our pleasures, our 
success, and our money is what defines us, what then will we say when we stand 
before God at the last?  Dare we vainly imagine that any excuses will be 
welcomed?  Is it unreasonable for God who has given us God’s all to expect that 
we would in turn give God our all?  

In this morning’s text we find a large crowd following Jesus. It’s easy for 
momentary enthusiasm to sway one’s emotions so that one feels a part of 
something large and significant, sort of like the roar of the crowd when a 
homerun is hit or a late game-winning touchdown is scored.  But if the game is 



lost the fervor evaporates like dew in the bright sunlight of morning.   It’s easy to 
get lost in a crowd.  It can also be easy to hide there.  

 Jesus knew crowds could be fickle.  He knew it right up to the dawn of Holy 
Week when the adoring fans cried, “Hosanna.”  The shouts of “crucify him” lay 
just a few days up ahead.  In light of his wisdom and knowledge of the human 
heart and its capacity for deceit in fooling others and its own self, Jesus spun 
around, faced the crowd and warned them, using the language of hate to get 
their attention.  It sounded foreign, this admonition to hate, coming from the 
mouth who said it was our duty to love one another, even to love our enemies.  
Here he teaches us to hate those closest to us: father, mother, wife, children, 
brothers and sisters.  It was Jesus who said that the whole Law was summed up 
by the greatest of God’s commandments: love God with everything you have and 
love your neighbor as yourself.  It was Jesus who taught us that hate was murder 
and love was life.  What in the world is going on here?  Was Jesus bi-polar? 

No!  I think Jesus was smart enough to recognize our propensity to make 
excuses for half-hearted discipleship and the excuses that seem to be most 
compelling come draped in relationships that are good in and of themselves but 
may become so binding that we use them to justify our choices to place someone 
or something else other than God in first place when determining our priorities 
and commitments. The command to hate is jarring.  It calls the crowd to 
attention.  This is not just a journey of either enthusiasm or shallow sentiment.  
The Bible tells us that God jealously yearns for the Spirit he has placed within us.  
We belong to God before we can freely give ourselves to one another.  Otherwise 
the gift of ourselves will always be tainted by our inherent selfishness.  To follow 
Jesus requires a radical commitment.  A disciple must be all in. 

Jesus loves each one of us too much to include us in his work under false 
pretenses.  He calls us to cross bearing, sacrificial love, not just feel-goodism 
when Christian faith is easy and beneficial to us.  Deny yourself, take up your 
cross, and follow.  In the world you will have tribulation but be of good cheer; I 
have overcome the world.  Rejoice when people despise you and despitefully use 
you; that’s what they did to the prophets before you.  They will just be treating 



you the way they treat me.  We are in this together.  Take a tour of the Gospels 
with your eyes wide open.  You will find the demand for radical allegiance at 
every turn. 

Every parent who brings a child for baptism is promising to sign on for an 
in-depth commitment to this dying and rising configuration that is life in the 
Spirit.  Every time we as a congregation promise to help them, we too are saying 
we agree with the Gospel’s demands.  But the best part of it all is that our 
promises are but an echo and an assent to the promises made to us by God.  God, 
in and through Jesus Christ goes first.  Jesus leads and we follow. 

As our liturgy puts it so clearly:  “In Jesus Christ, God has promised to 
forgive our sins, and has joined us together in the family of faith which is his 
church.  He has delivered us from darkness and transferred us to the kingdom of 
his beloved Son.  In Jesus Christ, God has promised to be our Father, and to 
welcome us as brothers and sisters of Christ.  Know that the promises of God are 
for you.  By baptism, God puts his sign upon you to show that you belong to him, 
and giving you the Holy Spirit as a guarantee that, sharing in Christ’s reconciling 
work, you will also share his victory; that, dying with Christ to sin, you will be 
raised with him to new life.”  

The Gospel is real meat to chew on.  So go to your baptismal picnic and 
enjoy the celebration.  Just make sure to digest the health food of the Gospel as 
you embark on the rest of your life on earth so that in the end you won’t need to 
make excuses.  You will be in a position to hear God say, “Well done, good and 
faithful servant; enter the joy of your master.” 


